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Nestling 'niid the foliagre gyreen,
Golden thatchi, and stinlit ivv
.Made a cali and lovely scene.

At the dloor thiere stood a miatron,
On whiose luirrowed brow the years
IVithi their weighit of care and sorrov
Marks hiad left of grief and tear.s.
And the friars she greeted kindly,
WVelcomied themi with simple grace,
Answercd gravely wlhen thev questioned
Of the chH-d wiffh chierûbt face

-'Tis miv grandso n, littie 1lermian,
î-le and 1 dweIl hiere alondc

Ener on imay sec imii, Faitlers."
Low lier voice and sac! iis tone.

Suîk ini suent thoughit they entered,
Str;tnge ihie feeling at, each bcaeast,
As slie drew a curtain hack and
l'ointed to the bov ai. rest.
Miore than humain ! Like anilgl'
Was that brow of dazzling w~hite,
Franied ini waves of golden hiair iliai
Fornied an aureole of liih.

For a spacc no word -%vas spokenl,
Till mie touehied the child's still formi-
.Star.edl cold it was and icv,
Coursed mot there the life hlIooct Nvarni.

Gay.cd ilhe nonks uipon the miatron,
Wlho thus answered douhts and fears:
4Far too pure lie vaýs and lioly

For this drearv vaie of tears;
And his happy soul this miorning,
Up froni cartli to God hiath floivi.
13lesscd lus nanie be ilow and ever
I lence 1 live for Him aJonc."*


